NO MORE PEACE

ACT ONE

SCENE i
Drawing-room on Olympus.

(When the Curtain rises ST. FRANCIS and NAPOLEON
are seated on comfortable clouds before an open fire-
place,, in which the fire is the sun. In the corner at a
switchboard a female ANGEL. ST. FRANCIS and
NAPOLEON are playing dominoes.}

NAPOLEON.   A cigarette, my dear Francis ?

ST. FRANCIS.   Thank you, I don't smoke.

NAPOLEON (pouring himself out a drink].   Whisky ?

ST. FRANCIS.   I don't drink, thank you.

NAPOLEON.   The dinner was shocking.

ST. FRANCIS. Well, you know, it's no use
asking my opinion. For very many years now,
I've lived on manna and rain-water. A little of
that every day is all I need.

ANGEL.   There's a new cook, Your Majesty.

NAPOLEON. Another Englishman, I'll be
bound. We've had roast beef every other day
for a week. You know, the Almighty's pre-
dilection for the English passes my comprehension.
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